
/X 





Digitized by Google 


Digitized by Google 



t. ^VTti ?72^l ^enui/i-e edc^ti^i 


\ ’ 


'Yh.QJtoBDS fiTom Allan Ramfay^. 

ill. d. 

Price - - -^- 6^ 


E d i n burgfk/^>?/fe^^^V RBremn ei;i///y^HarpkHob w. 

' • Wliere may be had, . 

The Kndiments o£ Music.to -which is added,# Collection of the best ) 


Church TXmes, Canons, k Anthems price stitch’d. .............. ..J 

The Chnrch 1X1008,10 ^’O or four parts ...r- ^ — 

A Collection of Marches 8c Airs M two violins or German I’lutes,') 
in /2 Numbers, price each .J 


e 

7 
■ G 


~ A Collection of Songs, for 2 8c3 Voices. 
.Catches. 


M Also all Sorts of Music,8c Musical Jnstruments,at the IjONDOK price. . /y^/nut Cu/fl( — 




'■^'€iiai(ized by Coogle 


Digitized by Google 


A Second Voice to a Scots Son^, particularly by Way of Fu'>;e, is an Attempt entirely new, 
and therefore it is uncertain whether ^or not it will plcafe ; if it does not, it may be left 
out without any Detriment to the other Parts. 

The BaHes are rendered plain, at the Dcfire of the beft Mailers, as divided BalTcs are allowed 
to dcftroy the Simplicity of Air peculiar to a Scots Tune, and likewife diilurb the Voice in per- 
forming them. 

The Tunes are placed on Keys proper for the Generality of Voices, by which feme of them are 
below the Compafi of the German Flute, tho’ it mull recommend them to Violin Performers, as 
they employ all the Strings of that Inflrument. 

The original Words of three Songs are left out, being thought indecent or trilling, and others 
infert in their Place, which, it b hoped, will be more agreeable. 

It b not expedbed, that thele Setts of the Tunes will pleafe every one, as lb many different Setts 
prevail ; but one Thing may be depended on, viz. That they have been with great Care collcLlcd 
from thofe which were judged to be the moll authentic: Nor has the lead Freedom been ufed, 
further than a ftnv Graces, which are done in finall Notes, fo that they may or may not be per- 
formed at Pleafurc. 
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Katharine Ogle. 


A s walking forth to viem • the plain. 
Upon a morning early, 
hile May’j {wen J(ait did chear my brainj ■ , 
From flowers wirich grow fo rarely : 

I chanc’d to meet a pretty maid, 

She (hill’d tho’ it was fogie; 

I a k.’d her name: Sweet fir, (he faid/ 

My name is Kath’rinc Ogie. 

I flood awhile, and did admire. 

To fee a nymph fo (lately t 
So brisk an mV there did appear 
In this dear maid fo neatly ; 

Such nat’ral fweetnefs (he difplay’d. 

Like lillies in a bogie ; 

Diana’s felf was ne’er array’d 
Like this fame Kath’rine Ogie. 

I 

Thou flow’r of females, beauty’s queen, 

Who fees thee, fure mull prize thee ; 

Tlio’ thou art drefl in robes but mean. 

Yet thefe cannot di(guife thee : 

Thy handfomc air, and graceful look. 

Excels a clownilh rogie ; . 

Thou’rt match for laird, or ford, or duke. 
My charming Kath’rine Ogie. 

* Tbe Lctten and Syllables Id this Songf 


0 were I but (time ^^-herd fwain! 
To feed my fliKk befide thee. 

At boughtiig’-riBif to leave the plain. 
In milking to abide thee j 

I’d think myfelf a happier man. 

With Kate, my club, and dogic. 

Than he that hugs histhoufaods ten. 
Had I but Kath’rine Ogie. 

Then I’d defpife th’ imperial throne, 
‘And flatefmens dang’rous (lationsa 

I’d be no king, Pd wear no.crown, 
I’d fmilc at conqu’ring nations ; 

Might I carefs and dill poflefs 
This lafs, of whom I’qi vogie > 

For thefe arc toys, and ftili look Icfs, 
Compar’d with Kjith’rinc Ogie. 

1 fear the gods have not decreed 
For me (b fine a creature. 

Whole beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 

Clouds of dcfpair furround my love. 
That arc both dark and fogie : 

Pity my cafe, ye pow’rs above, 

I die for Kath’rinc Ogie. 

to be left out by tbe lecoad Vwce. 


io hatic CbaraOeni 




Blathrie o’t. 


W HEN I think on this world’s pelf. 

And the little wee (hare I have o’t to myfelf. 
And how the la(s that wants it is by the lads forgot, 
May the (hamc fa’ the gear, and the blathrie o’t. 

Joekie was the ladie that held the pleugh. 

But now he’s got gowd and gear enough ; 

He thinks nae mair of me that weirs the plaidcn coat; 
May the (hame 6fr. 

A 


Jenny was the ladle that mucked the byre. 

But now (he is cbd ki her (ilken attire. 

And Jackie fays he loes her, and (wears he’s me forgot j 
May the fliame 

But all this (liall ne’er danton me. 

Sac lang as I keep my fancy free : 

For the lad that’s facunconflant.heisnotworthagroat; 
May the (hame fa’ the gear, and the blathrie o’t. 
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The Birks of Invermay. 


T he Tmlling morn, the breathing fpring. 
Invite the tuneful birds to Cng ; 

And while they warble from each fpray, 

Love melts the univerfal lay. 

Let us, Amanda, timely wife. 

Like them, improve the hour that flics ; 

And in loft raptures wafte the day 
Among the birks of Inverm^. 

For foon the winter of the year. 

And age, life’s winter, will appear; 

At this thy living bloom will fade. 

As that will flrip the verdant lhade : 

Our tafle of plcafurc then is o’er. 

The feather’d fongfters arc no more: 

And w'hen they droop, and we decay. 

Adieu the birks of lummy. 


Behold the hills and vales around. 
With lowing herds and flocks abound t 
The wanton kids and frilking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams; 
The bufy bees with humming noife. 
And all the reptile kind rejoice: 

Let us, like them, then fing and play 
About the birks of Invernuy. 

Hark, how the waters as they fall. 
Loudly my love to gladnels call ; 

The wanton waves fport in the ^ams. 
And fiflics play throughout theflreams} 
The circling fun docs now advance. 
And all the planets round him dance: 
Let us as jovial be as they 
Among the birks of Iirjcrmy. 


Befly Bell and Mary Gray. 


O BiJJy Bill and Mary Graj, 

They arc twa bonny lades. 
They bigg’d a bower on yon bum brae. 
And thcck’d it o’er with ralhes. 

Fair Bijjy Bill I loo’d yeflrecn. 

And thought I ne’er cou’d alter ; 

But Mary Gray'i twa pawky een. 

They gar my fancy falter. 

Now fit/Jr*s hair’s like a lint-tap ; 

She fmilcs like a May morning. 

When Phttbui darts frae Thetis' lap. 

The hills with rays adorning : 

White is her neck, iaft is her hand. 

Her wade and feet’s fu’ genty; 

With ilka grace die can command : 

Her lips, O wow! they’re dainty. 


And Mary'% locks are like a craw. 

Her een like diamonds glances ; 

She’s ay lac clean, redd up, and braw. 
She kills whene’er die dances t 

Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 

She blooming, tight, and tall is ; 

And guides her airs fae gracefu’ dill, 

O Jew, Ihe’s like thy Pallas. 

Dear Bt^ Belt and Mary Gry, 

Ye unco fair opprefs us; 

Our fancies jee between you twa. 

Ye are lie bonny lades : 

Wae’s me ! for baith 1 canna get. 

To ane by law we’re dented; 

Then I’ll draw cuts, and tak my fate. 
And be with anc contented. 
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T H E lafs of Ptatfi mill. 

So bonny, blyth and gay, 

In fpite of all my skill 

Hath dole my heart away. 

When tedding of the hay. 
Bare-headed on the green. 

Love ’roidft her locks did play, i 
And wanton’d in her cen. 

Her arms white, round and fmooth. 
Breads rifing in their dawn. 

To age it would give youth. 

To prefs ’em with his hand. 
Thro’ all my fpirits ran 
An extafy of blifs, . 

When I fuch fwcetnefs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy lufi. 


Peaty’s MiU.' . 

Without the help of art, ’ 

Like flow’rs which grace the wild, 
She did her fweets impart, 

Whene’er Ihc fpokc or fmil’d. 

Her looks they were lb mild. 

Free from affefted pride, 

Shp me to love beguil’d, 

I wiflt’d her for my bride. 

O had I all that wealth 

Hopetam'i high mountains fill, 
Infur’d long life and health. 

And pleafurcs at my will j 
I’d promife and fulfil. 

That none but bonny die. 

The lafs of Peatfa mill, 

Shou’d lhare the fame wi’ me. 


Fee him, Father, fee him. 


•y, 

S ' AW ye Jobnit cummin, quo’ Ihe t 
Saw ye Jobnit cummin, -S'. 

O faw ye Jobnit cummin, quo’ die; 

Saw yc Johat cummin, 

Wi’ his blue bonnet on his head. 

And his doggie runnin, quo’ ihe ; 

And his doggie tjunnin. 

•S. 

iFce him, father, fee him, quo’ Ihe; 

Fee him, father, fee him : 

For he is a gallant lad, 

And a well doein j 
And a’ the wark about the houfe 

Gaes wi’ me when I fee him, quo’ Ihe; 
Wi’ me, when I fee him. 

What will I do wi' him, hufly; 

What will 1 do wi’ him : 


He’s ne’er a fark upon his back. 

And I hae nanc to gi'c him. 

I ha’e twa farks into my kid. 

And ane o’ them I’ll gi’e him; 

And for a mark of mair fee 

Dinna dand wi’ him, quo’ die; 

Dinna dand wi' him. 

•Sr 

For well do I lo’e him, quo’ die ; 

Well do I lo’c him. -s! 

O fee him, father, fee him, quo’ die ; 

Fee him, father, fee him ; 

He’ll had the plough, thralh in the barn. 
And lye wi’ me at e’en, quo’ Ihc ; 

Lye wi’ me at e’en. 
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low down in the Broom. 


M y daddy is a Canker’d carle. 

He’ll nae twin wi’ his gear; 
My minny Ihe’s a fcalding wife, 

Hads a’ the houfe a-Ileer; 

But let them faj, or let tbm eh. 

It’s a' aiie 19 me I . 

For he’s low dovmi hds in the hrodio 
‘That's wailing on me. 

Waiting on me, my lov% 

He's waiting on me ; 

For hfs lew down, he's in the broom 
That's waiting on me. 

My aunty Kale fits at her wheel. 
And fair Ihc lightlies me; 

' ' But weel ken I it’s a’ envy; 

For ne’er a jo has /he. 

But let them fay, &c. 


My coufin Kate was fair be^il’d 
Wi’ Jobnie in the glen ; 

And ay fince-fyne /he cries beware 
Of falfe deluding men. 

Bnl let her fay, &c. 

deed San^ he came waft ae night,' 
And fpeer’d when I (aw Pate, 

And ay fince-fyne the neighbours round 
They jeer me air and late. 

But let them fay, or let them do. 

It's o' one to me •, 

For Pttgae to the bonny lad 
That's wailing on me ; 

Waiting on me, my love, , . 

He's waiting on me ; 

For he’s low down, he's in the broom 
That's waiting on me. 


t • 

The laft Time I came o’er the Moor. 


T he laft time I came o’er the m,oor, 
I left my love behind me, 

Y’c pow’rs! what pain do I endure. 

When foft ideas mind me 1 
Soon as the ruddy morn difplay’d 
The beaming day enfuing, 

I met betimes my lovely maid. 

In fit retreats for wooing. 

Beneath the cooling lhade we lay. 
Gazing and cliaftly fporting •, 

We kifs’d and promis’d lime away. 

Till nighj fprcad her black curtaio. 

I pitied all beneath the skies, 

Ev’n kings when (he was nigh roe ; 

In raptures 1 beheld her eyes, ' 
Which could but ill deny me. 

Shou’d I be call’d where cannons roar. 
Where mortal fteel may wound me. 
Or caft upon (bme foreign (horc. 

Where dangers may furround me; 


Yet hopes again to fee my love, 
Tofeaft on glowing kifles. 

Shall make my cares at diftance move,’ 
In profpcA of fuch billies. 

In all my foul there’s not one place 
To let a rival enter: 

Since (he excels in every grace. 

In her my loSe (hall center : 

Sooner the Teas (Iiall ceafe to flow. 
Their waves the Alps (hall cover. 

On Greenland ice (hall rofes grow. 

Before I cca(c to love her. 

^ *• 

The next time 1 go o’er the moor 
She (hall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure; 

Tho’ I left her behind me; 

Then Hymen's facred bonds (hall chain 
My heart to her fair bofom. 

There, while my being docs remain. 
My love more frelh (hall blofibm. 
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cteDlding wife, hade a’ the houfe a steer; Bat let them say, or let themdo.its a*ane to 



Miait'ing on Dieifor he*s low down, hes in the Broom thats waiting for me. 


/l ine ^ canie 


'/yen-' 



beaming day en-suing, J met be-tlmesmy love-ly Maid,in fit re...Ireata for WOoln 
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XI 


Ah Chloris. 

To the Tane of. Gilder Ref. 


A h ! Cbleris, couM I now bat fit 
As unconcern’d, as when 
Your infant beauty cou’d beget 
No happinefs nor pain. 

When I this dawning did admire. 

And prais’d the eoming day, 

1 little thought that riling fire 
Wou’d take my reft away. 

Tour charms in barmlclk childhood lay. 
As metals in a mine. 

Age from no face takes more away. 
Than youth conceal’d in thine : 


But as your charms infenCbly 
To their perfeftlon preft; 

So love as unperceivM did fly,' 

And center’d in my breaft. 

My palTion witivyour beauty grewj 
While CepiJ at my heart. 

Still as his m other favour’d you. 
Threw a new flaming dart. 

Each gloried in their wanton part ; 

To make a lover, he 
Employ’d the utmoft of his art;— 
To make a beauty, Ihe. 


Hooly and fairly. 


O H! what had I ado for to marry t 

My wife Ihe drinks naithing but fack and canary: 
I to her friends complained right airly : 

O gin ecifeeuad drink heety and fairlf, 
Heeljandfattlj, beely and fairly \ 

O gin m) wife wad drink beely and fairly. 

Firft Ihe drank Crummie, and fync Ihe drank Garie j 
Now Ihc has drunken my bonny grey mairie. 

That carried me thro’ the dub and the lairie ; 

Ogin my wife &c. 

If Ihe’d drink but her ain things I wad na much care, 
She drinks my claiths I canna well fpare; 

To the kirk and the market I gang fu’ barely r 
O gin my wife See. 

If there’s ony filler, fhe maun keep the purfe; 

If I feck but a ba ibee Ihe’ll fcauld and Ihc’ll curie: 
She gangs like a queen, ' I fuimpct and fparely t 
Ogin my wife occ. 


I never was given to wrangling nor ftrife; 

Nor e’er did refufe her the comforts of life : 

E’er it come to a war I’m ay for a parley ; 

0 gin my wife &c. 

A pint wP the cummers I wad her allow; 

But when Ihe (its down (he fills herfell fowj 
And when (he is fow file’s unco campfterie : 
Ogin my wife &c. 

And when (he comes hame (he lays on the lads j 
She ca’s the lades baith limmers and jades ( 

And I my ain fell an auld cockel carlie ; 

O gin wife wad drink beely and fairly, 

Heety and fairly, beefy and fairly •, 

0 gin my wife wad drink beefy and fairly. 


B 
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She rofe and loot me in. 


T he night her (ilrnt fahle wore. 
And gloomy were ti e Jkies; 
0( glitt’ring liars appeir’J no more 
Than thofe in NeJS’s eyes: 

When to her father’s d <jr I came, 
^V'hcre I had often been, 

I bcgg’d my fair, my lovely dame. 
To rile and let'nie in. 

Bur (he, with accents all divine. 

Did my fond fait reprove ; 

And while (he cltid my ralh delign. 
She but inflam’d my love. 

Her beauty oft had pleas’d before. 
While her bright eyes did roll; 

But virtue only had the pow’r 
To charm my very foul. 


Then who wolf’d cruelly deceive. 
Or from fuch beauty part ; 

1 lov’d her fo.'I could not leave 
The charmer of my heart. 

My eager fimdnel's I- obey’d, 
Refolv’d fhc fhould be mine, 

’Till Hymn Co my arms convey’d. 
My treafure lb divine. 

Now happy in my Netfi's love, 
Tranfporting is my joy ; 

No greares blefling can I prove. 
So bicft a man am I. 

For beauty may a while retain, 
The conquer’d. flutt’ring heart. 

But virtue only is the chain 
Holds never to depart. 


Ann thou were my ain Thing. 


A nn tbo9 were m oxH things 

I wfliiV hve ibee, I wou*d !c/ve thee ; 
Arm thr.u were ny ain things 
HaW dearly wou'd I ierue thee f 

* ■ ■ i. ' • 

O I wou’d clafp thee in my arms. 

And I’d lecurc thee from all harms ; 

For above mortal thou hall charms : 

How dearly do I love thee ! 

/inn thou were &c. 

Of race divine thou nerds mnll bej 
Since nothing earthly equals thee : 

For heaven’s lake then pity me. 

Who only lives to love thee. 
thou weri &c>. , 


The gods one thing peculiar have. 

To ruin none whom they can fave; 

O for their fake fupport a Have, 

Who ever on (hall love thee. 

' /inn thou were See. I . 

T 0 merit I no claim ran make ; 

But that I love, and for your lake 
Whatman can name I’ll undertake; 

So dearly do I love thee. 

/inn thou were See. 

My palllon, conflant as the fun. 

Flames (Ironger llill, vyill ne’er liave done, 
; Till fares my thread of life have Ipun, 
l^hich breathing out I'll love thee. 

/inn iboM w/ere See. 
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' Tak your auld Cloak about ye. 


N winter when the rain rain’d cauld. 
And froft and I'naw on ilka hill, 
And Boreas, with his blafts fae bauld. 
Was thrcat’ning a' our ky to kill; 
Then BtU my wife, wha loves na (Irifc, 
She Slid to me right hallily. 

Get up, goodman, fave Cromie’% life. 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 

My Cremie is an ufcful cow. 

And Ihe is come of a good kynes 
Aft has (he wet the bairns mou. 

And I am laith that Ihe fhould tynej 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time. 

The fun Ihincs in the lift fa hie ■, 

Sloth never made a gracious end. 

Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 

My cloak was ancs a good grey cloak. 
When it was Htiing for my wear ; 

But now it’s fcantly worth a groat, 

For I have worn’r this thirty year; 
Let’s fpend the gear that we have won. 
We little keg the day we’ll die ; 

Then I’ll be proud, (ince I have fworn 
To have a new cloak about me. 

In days when our king RAert rang. 

His trews they cod but halT a crown ; 
He laid they were a groat o’er dear. 

And call’d the taylor thief and loun. 


He was the king that wore a crowTj, 
And thou the man of laigh degree, 
’Tis pride puts a’ the country down, 
Sac tak thy auld cloak about ye. 

Every land has its ain laugh. 

Ilk kind of corn it has its hool. 

I think the warldis a’ run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule; 
Do ye not fee RA, Jeck, and HA, 

As they are girded gallantly, 

While 1 lit hurklen in the afe; 

I’ll have a new cloak about me. 

Goodman, I wat ’tis thirty years 
Since we did anc anithcr ken ; 

And we have had between us twa 
Of lads and bonny lalTes ten : 

Now they are women grown and men, 
I wilh and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good husband, 

E’en tak your auld cloak about ye. 

Bell my wife, fhc loves na Ilrife; 

But (he .wad guide me, iffltc can. 
And to maintain an eafy life, 

I aft maun yield, tho’ I’m goodman: 
Nought’s to be. won at woman’s hand, 
Unicfs ye give her a’ the plea ; 

Then I’ll leave alT where I began. 

And tak my auld cloak about me. , 


The Boat-man. 


Y e gales that gently wave the fet. 
And pleafe the canny boat-man. 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny See ! — man : 

In haly bands we join’d our hands. 

Yet may not this difeover. 

While parents rate a large eftatc 
before a laiihfu’ lover. 

But I loor chuft: in Highland glens 
To herd the kid and goat — mao. 
E’er I cou’d for lie little ends 
Refufe my bonny Sent — man. 


Wae worth the man wha firll began 
The bafe ungen’rous fafliion, 

Frae greedy views love’s art to ufe. 
While llrangers to its palTion. 

Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth. 
Hade to thy longing laflic, 

Wha pants to prcls thy bawmy mouth. 
And in her bofom hawfe thee. 

Love gi’es the word, then hade on board. 
Fair winds and tenty boat-man; 

Waft o’er. Waft o’er frae yonder Ihore, 
My blyth, my bonny Arei — man. 
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Nanfy’s to the green Wood gane. 


A N S Y ’s to the Grt/it H^oed gane. 
To hear lli<! Gtnvdjpmk chatt'rmg. 
And H'lllis he has followed her. 

To gain her love by flait*rtng: 

But a’ that he cou’J fay or do, 

She gcck'd and fcorned at him; 

And ay when he began t» woo. 

She bid him mind wha gat him. 

What ails ye at my dad, quoth he. 

My minny or my aunty? 

With crowdy mowdy they fed me, 

Lang kail and ranty-tanty: 

With bonnocks of good barley-meal. 

Of thae there was right plenty. 

With chapped ftocks fou butter’d well; 
And was not that right dainty ? 

Altho’ my father was nac laird, 

’Tis daffinto be vaumy. 

He keepii ay a good kail yard, 

A ha’ houfc and a pantry : 

A good blue Bonnet on his head. 

An owriay ’bout his cragy. 

And ay until the day he di’d 
He rade on good lhanks nagy. 

Now wae and wander on your fnout. 
Wad ye hae bonny Nanf) ? 

Wad ye compare j e’r fell to me, 

A dockcD till a taoCe ? 


1 have a wooer of my ain. 

They ca’ him louple Stnify, 

And well I wat his bonny mou’ 

Is fweet like fugar-candy. 

Wow, Nanfv, what needs a’ this din? 

Do I not ken this Saitdf? 

I’m furc the chief of a’ his kin 
Was Rai the beggar randy: 

His minny Mep upo’ her back 
Bare baith him and his billy; 

Will yc compare a nally pack 
To me your winfome fyUlpf 

My gutcher left a good braid fword, 
Tho’ it be auld and rully. 

Yet ye may tak it on my word. 

It is baith llout and trully; 

And if I can-but get it drawn. 

Which will be right uncafy, 

I fliall lay baith my lugs in pawn. 
That he lhall get a beezy. 

Then Nanfj turn’d her round about. 
And laid. Did Sandy hear ye. 

Ye wadna mils to get a clout, 

I ken he dilia fear ye; 

Sae had ye’r tongue and fay nae mair. 
Set fomewhere eHeyour fancy; 

For as lang’s Sandy’t to the fore 
Y’e never lhall get NdnJ^. 


Tweed Side. 

W H AT beauties does F/era difclole ? 

How fwcet are her fmiles upon Ttattdf 
Yet Mary's dill fweeter than thofe ; 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 

Nor daily, nor fweet blulhing rofe. 

Not all the gay flowers of the field. 

Not Tvxtd gl'ding gently thro’ thole. 

Such beauty and pleafure does yield. 


’Tis (he does the virgins excel. 

No beauty with her may compare ; 

Love’s graces all round her do dwell. 

She’s faireft, where thoufands are fair.’ 

Say, charmer, where do thy flocks dray? 

Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed; 

Is it on the fweet winding Tay, , 

Or plcafantcr banks of the Tsvetd? 

by Google 


. The warblers are heard in the grove. 
The linnet, the lark, and the thrufh. 
The blackbird, and fweet cooing dove. 
With mulic enchant every bufli. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 

Let’s fee how the primrofes fpring. 
We’ll lodge in fome village on Tweed, 

And love while cbe feather’d foUu Cog. 


How does my love pafs the long day? 

Does Mary not 'tend a few Iheep? 

Do they never carelefly dray. 

While happily Ihelycs allcep? 
Tweed's murmurs Ihould lull her to rell; 

Kind nature ind ilgingmy bills. 

To eafe the foft pains of my bread, 

I’d deal an ambrofial kifs. 













For laik of Gold Ihe left me. 


F or the hik or gold Oie left me. 

And of all (hat’s dear bereft me; 
She me forfook for a great duke. 

And to endlefs care has left me, tdi! 

A liar and garter has more art 
Than youth, a true and faithful heart; 
For empty titles we mud part; 

And for glitt’riog Ihow fhe left me, oh! 


No cruel fair Qiall ever move 
My injur’d heart again to lore; 
Thro* didant climates I nlud rove,' 
Since Jeanie flic has left me, oh! 
Ye pow’rs above, I to your care 
Cammit my lovely, charming fair; 
Your choiced blclCngs on her Ihare,' 
Tho’ Ihe’s for ever left me, oh ! 


The Bulh aboon TraquaiT. 


H ear me, ye nymphs, and every fwaio. 
I’ll tell how Ptggy grieves me. 

Tho’ thus I languid], thus complain, 

Alas 1 Ihe ne’er believes me. 

My vows and (ighs, like filent air. 

Unheeded never move her; 

The bonny bulh aboon Trtfmtir, 

Vfas where I fird did love her. 

That day Ihe fmil’d, and made me glad. 

No maid feem’d ever kinder ; 

I thought myfelf the luckied lad. 

So fweetly there to find her. 

I try’d to Iboth my am’rous flame. 

In words that I thought tender; 

If more there pafs’d, I’m not to blame, 

1 meant not to offend her. 


Yet now Ihe fcornful flees the plaint 
The fields we then frequented ; 

If e’er we meet Ihe Ihews difdain. 

She looks as ne’er acquainted. 

The bonny bulh bloOm’d fair ip May, 
Its fweets I’ll ay remember ; 

But now her frowns make it decay ; 
It fades as in Dectmhr. 

Ye rural pow’rs, who hear my drains. 
Why thus Ihould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh! make her partner in my pains. 
Then let her fmiles relieve me. 

If not, my love will (urn defpair. 

My palliun no more tender ; 

I’ll leave the bulh aboon Trapair, 

To lonely wilds I’ll wander. 

C 
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; ' Com Riggs, 


M y Pat/e • Is a lover gay, . ■ 
Hi, mind is neucr muddy,. 
Hi, breath is fwceier than new hay. 
His face is fair and ruddy. 

His fhape M handfomc, m ddletize; 

He’s flately in bis wawking: 

The (hining of his een furprife ; 

’Tia heav’n to hear him tawking. 

Lad night / met him on a bawk. 
Where ydltw corn was growing. 
There mony a hndly word he fpake. 
That fet my heart a-glowing. 


- He bifs'd, and vow’d he wad be nune^, 
And loo’d uK beji of ony;- 
That gars me like to fing finfync, 

“ O corn riggs are bonny.” 

Let maidrirs of a filly mind 

Refufe wbat marji they’re wanting, 
Since we for yielding are defign’d, 
Wechailly Ihould be granting; 
Then I’ll rewply, and marry Pate, 
And fyne my toekemony , 

He’s tree to toozle air or late, 

. Where corn riggs are bonny. 


• The Letters and Syllables in this Song, in Itntu Chamflen, are to be left out by the fecood Vciee. 


The Broom of the GowdenknOws. 


H ow blyth was I each ‘morn to fee 
My Twain come o’er the hill 1 
He leap’d the brook, and flew to me ; 

I met Kim with good will. 

. O, iht hoom, she hnm, bonny broovs s 
77e bnom of the Cowdenknows: 

/ aijh I V. ore tvisb wy dtar jviain, 
h'ttb bis p!pe and my ewes. 

I neither wanted ewe nor lamb^ 

When his Bocks round me lay: 

He gather’d in my Ihecp at night. 

And cheat’d me all the day. 

O, the tiToom, 8cc. 

He tun’d his pipe and read (b fweet. 
The birds flood lifl’ning by ; 

The fleecy Ihcep flood flill and gaz’d. 
Charm’d with his melody. 

O, she biKsn, &c. 


While thus we fpent our time by turns. 
Betwixt our flocks ami play, 

I envy’d no; the fairell dame, 

Tho’ e’er fo rich and gay. 

O, sbe broom, &c. 

He did oblige me ev’ry hour, 

Cou’d 1 but faithful be ? 

He ftole ray hear;, cou’d I refufe 
Whate’er'hc ask’d of me ? 

O, the broom, &c. 

Hard fate that I muft banilh’d be. 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becaute 1 lov’d the kindeft fwatn 
That ever yet was born. 

O, the broom, the bonne, bontey broom-. 
Where lojt was my repofes 

I wijh J were with my dear fivaite, 

Wttb bit pipe and my ewes. 
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~e my Iihe*-p,af iny rheep hook re--«tore\.y J'll w-andet from Love TWt/l/it no more. 
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' y/iCrcif ///fa 



matter w-hither.thjgwe know- he 


» » • 




reat^ond with her; Hark.dear Maid, the Turtlett cooin^fond.-ly 



'Bitiln^, ktnd-^ woolngi eee how ev*iy bush dI«*cover:iha[)jpy p^&of feathertj ix)*-v€r«. 


- Amynta. ’ 

Te tbt Tutu ef. My Apron Dearie. 


M y fteepIVeforfaken, and left mylheep-hoolc. 
And all the gay haunts of my youth I iorfook | 
No more for Amjnta frelh garlands I wove, 

For ambition, I faid.wou’d foon cure me of love. 

O tobat baJ my joutb foitb amiilion to do f 
Wbj lift I Amynta ? why broke I my vow f 
Ogive me my Jbeep, and my fiieep-beok reftore, 

TH wander from love and Amynta no more. 

Through regions remote in vain do I rove. 

And bid the wide ocean fecurc me of love i 


O fool to imagine that ought can fubdue 
A love fo well founded, a palTion fo true 1 
O what bad myyoulb &c. 

Alas! ’tis too late at thy fate to repine ; 

Poor flicpherd, Amynta no more can be thine ; 
Thy tears are all fruitlefs, thy wiDics are vain 
The moments neglefted return not again. 

O what bad my youth with amiition to do? 

Why left I Amynta ? why broke I my vow f 
Ogive me my jbeep, and my fheepbook rejlore, 
fit wander from love and Amynta no more. 


There’s my Thumb I’ll ne’er beguile thee. 


JET'T'Tearly gone a maying 
Met her lover Ib'illie ftraying ; 

Drift or chance, no matter whether. 

Thus we know he realbn’d with her : 
Mark, dear maid, the turtles cooing. 
Fondly billing, kindly wooing s 
Sec how ev’ry bufh difeovers 
Happy pairs of feather'd lovers. 

See the op’ning blufljing rofei 
All their lecrct charms difclofes; 

Sweet’s the time, ah! Ihort’s the meafure j 
O their fleeting, bally plcafure : 


Quickly we mud fnatch the favour 
Of their foil and fragrant flavour ; 

They bloom to day, they fade to-morrow. 
Droop their heads, and die in forrow. 

Time, my Befi, will leave no traces 
Of thofe beauties, of thofe graces ; 

Youth and love forbid our flaying j 
Love and youth abhor delaying; 

Dearcfl maid, nay, do nvit fly me ; 

Let your pride no more deny me: 

Never doubt your faithful Wtihe, 

There’s my thumb I'll ne’er beguile thee. 
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The yellow hair’d Laddie. 


I N jlfnl, when primrofes paint the lweet plain. 
And fummer approaching rcjoiccth the Iwain j 
The/f//itB hailed iadJit would often times go 
To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees grout 

There, under the fhade of an old facred thorn. 
With freedom he fung his loves ev’ning and morn: 
He fang with fo faft and inchanting a found. 

That lylvans and fairies unfeen danc’d around. 

The (hepherd thus fung.Tho* young Maya be fair. 
Her beautyis dalh'd with a fcorofu' proud air \ 


B'lt Sadi was handfbme, and fweetly cnutd fing. 

Her breath like the breezes perfum’d in the fpring. 

That MadJif, in all the gay bloom of her youth. 
Like the moon was unconftant, and never fpoke troth t 
But Saju was faithful, good-humour’d and free. 

And fair as the goddefs who Iprong from the lea. 

» ■ 

That mama’s fine daughter with all hergreacdow’r. 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently four; 

Then (ighing, he wllhcd, would parents agree. 

The wittie fweet Skfie his miffrcfs might be. 


Hey, Jenny, come down to Jock. 


y OCK'J'hecame here to woo. 

On ae feaft day, when we were fou , 

And Jtimy pat on her beft array. 

When file beard that Jeci^ was come that way. 

Jemy Ihc gae’d up the flair, 

Sae privilv. to change her fmock ; 

And ay fae loud as her mitherdid rair. 

Hey, Jem^, come dowq to Jeii. 

Jemy fhe came down the flair. 

And Ihc came bakein and bingcin ben. 

Her flays they were lac’d, and her wailt it was jimp. 
And a braw well made maote gown. 


Joely'i ta’en her by the hand. 

Says, bonny lafs, will je fancy me ? 

My father is dead, and has left me fome land, 
Wi’ braw houles, twa or three. 

And I will gi’e them a’ to you, 

A heath, quoth Jemy, I fear ye mock; 

Then foul fa’ me gin it be na true, , 

If ye’ll be my Jenny, I’ll be your Jaclt. 

Jenny Ihe’s gane up th’ gate. 

And a’ her coats as white as her fmock; 

And ay fae loud as her mithcr did cry. 

Wow, firs, has oa Je»t^ got Jeek ? 
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Down the 

W HEN trees did bad, and fields were green. 
And broom bloom’d fair to fee; 

When Mary was complete fifteen^ 

And love laugh’d in her eye ; 

Blyth Davie’s blinks her heart did move. 

To fpeak her mind thus free. 

Gang inm the burn, Davie, lave, 
jbtd Ifinlt felbw thee. 

Now Davie did each lad furpals. 

That dwelt on this burn-lide. 

And Mary was the bonnieft lafs. 

Juft meet to be a bride ■, 

Her cheeks were rofie, red and white. 

Her een were bonny blue; 

Her looks were like /baara bright. 

Her lips like dropping dew. 
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Bum Davie. 

As down the burn they took their way, 

What tender tales they (aid ! 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 

And with her bofom play’d , 

Till baith at length impatient grown 

To be mair fully bleft, , , 

In yonder vale they lean’d them down ; 

Love only faw the reft. 

What pafs’d, I guefs, was harmlefs play. 

And naeihing Pure unmeet ; 

For, ganging hame, 1 heard them fay. 

They lik’d a wa’k fae fweet : 

And that they aften (hou’d return 
Sic pleafure to renew. 

Quoth Maty, Love, I like the bam, 

And ay lhall follow you. 


L 

.ril never leave thee. 

O NE day I heard Maty fay, Aiaiit, my charming youth. 

How lhall I leave thee f What can relieve thee ? 

Stay, dearcft Ainu, ftay. Can Mary thy anguilh foothe i 

Why wilt thou grieve me? This breaft lhall receive thee, 

Alas ! my fond heart will break. My palGon can ne’er decay. 

If thou Ihould leave me. Never deceive thee ; 

I’ll live and die for thy fake. Delight lhall drive pain away. 

Yet never leave thee. Pleafure revive thee. 


Say, lovely /fhbsrr, fay. 

Has Mary deceiv’d thee ? 

Did e'er her young heart betray 
New love that has griev’d thee ; 
My conftant mind ne’er lhall ftray. 
Thou may believe me ■, 

I’ll love thee, lad, night and day, 
And never leave thee. 


But leave thee, leave thee, lad. 
How Hull I leave thee ? 

O ! that thought makes me lad; 

I’ll never leave thee. 

Where would my Alaiit fly ? 
Why does he grieve me ? 

■ Alas ! my poor heart will die. 

If I Ihoiild leave thee. 
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Peggy I muft love thee. 


A s from 1 rock, pad ail rcli^. 
The fliipwrackt Colin fpying 
His native foil, o’ercome with grief> 
Half funk in waves, and dying : 
With the next morning fun he fpies 
A (hip, which gives onhop’d furprife; 
New life fprings up, he lifts his eye* 
With joy, and waits her motion. 

So when by her, whom long I lov’d, 
I fcorn’d was, and deferted. 

Low with defpair my fpirits mov’d. 
To be for ever parted : 

Thus droopt I, till diviner grace 
1 found in Pigp's mind and face ; 
Ingratitude appear’d then bafe, 

But virtue more engaging. 


Then now, (Ince happily I’ve hit. 

I’ll have no more delaying;' 

Let beauty yield to manly wit. 

We lofe ourfclves in Haying : 

I'll hade dull courtlhip to a dole. 
Since marriage can my fears oppofe: 
Why Ihou’d we happy minutes lofe. 
Since, Pfg^, I muft love thee. 

Men may be foollfti,- if they pleafe. 
And deem’t a lover’s duty. 

To figh, and facrilicc their eafe, 
Doating on a proud beauty : 

Such was my cafe for many a year. 
Still hope fucceeding to my fear, 
Falfe Bellfs charms now dilappear, , 
Since Pesky’s far outUtine them. 


Woe’s my Heart that we fiiould funder. 


W ITH broken words, and do«>n*eaff eyes. 
Poor CoJm fpoke hiv paflion tender; 

And, parting with his GfijJ', cries! 

Ah! woe’s my heart that we Ihould funder. 
To others I am cold as fnow. 

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder; 

From thee with pain I’m forc’d to go;- ■ 

It breaks my heart that wc ftiou’d funder. 

Cliain’d to thy charms, 1 cannot range. 

No beauty new my love (hall hinder. 

Nor time nor place fliall ever change " 

My vows, tho* we’re oblig’d to funckr. 


The image of thy graceful air. 

And beauties which invites our wonder; 
Thy lively wit, and prudence rare,. 

Shall ftill be prefent, tho’ we funder. 

Dear nymph, believe thy fwain in this. 
You’ll ne’er engage a heart that’s kinder; 
Then feal a promife with a kifs, 

Always to love me, tho’ we funder. 

Ye Gods, take care of my dear lafs. 

That as I leave her 1 may find her : 

When that bleft time Hull come to pals. 
We’ll meet again, and never funder. 


( 
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Fanny Fair. 

To the Tune of. Mill, Mill — 0. 


T O Fatay fair could I Impart 

The caufe of all my woe !— O 
That beauty which has won my heart. 
She fcarcely feems to know — O ; 
Uhskill’d in art of womankind. 
Without defign Ihe charms — O t 
How can thofe fparkling eyes be blind. 
Which every bofooi warms — O ? 

She knows her pow’r is all deceit. 
The confeious blulhes fltows — O, 
Thofe blulhes to the eye more fweec 
Than th’ op’ningbuddiDg role— .O: 


Yet the delicious fragrant rofe. 

That charms the fenfe fo much — O, 
Upon a thorny briar grows, 

And wounds with ev’ry touch— O. 

Atfirft when I beheld the fair. 

With raptures I was bleft — O ; 

But as I wou’d approach more near. 

At once I loft my reft — O ; 

Th’ inchanting fight, the fweet furprire. 
Prepare me for my doom — O s 
One eruel look from thofe bright eyea 
Will lay me in my tomb — O. 
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Gill Morice. 

Bid her cum to the good green wood, 
And bring nane but her lain : 

And there it is ; a filken Park, 

Her ain hand few’d the lleeve. 

And bid her cum to Gill Mmite\ 
Speer nae bauld baron’s leave. 

Yes, I will gae your black errand, 
Tho’ it be to thy coft ; 

Sen ye by me will nae be warn’d, 

In it ye fall find froft. 

The baron he’s a man of might, 

He ne’er cou’d bide a taunt. 

As ye will fee before it’s night. 

How fma’ ye’ll ha’e to vaunt. 


ill Mcrict was an earl’s (bn. 

His name it waxed wide i 

It was nae for his great riches. 

Nor yet his meikle pride; 

But it was for a lad^ay 
That liv’d on Canm fide. 

Where will I get a bonny boy 
That will win hofe and (boon. 

That will gae to lord BarnarJli ha’. 
And bid his lady cum f 

Ye maun rin this errand fPillit, 

And ye may rin wi’ pride ; 

When other boys gae on their feet. 
On horfeback ye fall ride. 

Oh no Oh no ! my maftcr dear ! 

I dare nae for my life ; 

I’ll nae gae to the bauld baron’* 

For to tried furth his wife. 

My. bird H'Me, my boy H^iUie, 

My dear WtlUe, he faid. 

How can ye drive againft the ftreamf 
For I fall be obey’d. 

But, Oh my mailer dear! he cry’d. 

In green wood ye’re your lain ; 

Gi’ o’er fie thoughts, I wou’d ye red. 
For fear ye ihou’d be ta’en. 

Hade, hade, I fay, gae to the ha’. 
Bid her come here wi’ fpeed ; 

If ye refufe my high command, 

I’ll gar thy body bleed. 

Gae bid her tak this gay aaant^, 

’Tis a' gowd but the hem ; 


Now, (en I maun your errand rin, 
Sae fair againft my will, 

I’s mak a vow, and keep it true. 

It (all be done for ill. 

And when he came to broken brigg, ‘ 
He bent his bow and fwam ; 

And when he came to grafa growing, 
Set down his feet and ran. 

And when he came to BarfurJ’i ha’. 
Wan’d neither chap nor ca’ ; 

Bot fet his bent bow to his breift. 

And lightly lap the wa’. 

He wan'd tell nae man his errand, 
Tho’ two ftood at the gate ; 

Bot draught into the ha’ he cam, 
Whair grit folks fat at meat. 

Hail! hail! my gentle lire and dame! 
My meflage winna’ wait ; 


Dame, 
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Dame, ye maun to the green wood gang. 
Before thac it be late i 
Ye’re bidden talc (his gay mantel, 

*Tis a* gowd but the hem; 

You maun gae to the good green wood, 
Kv’n by your fell alanc. 


Gill Morice. ' 

And brought him to his painted bowV, 
And Lid him on a bed. 

The lady fat on cafllc.wa’ 

Bihetd both dale and down, 

And there <hc faw Gt(/ Aforice head 
.. Come trailing to thc<own. 


And there it ts, a dlken fark. 

Your ain hand fewM the (leeve; 

Yc maun come fpeak to GiV/ MtrUti 
Speir nac bauld baron's leave. 

The lady (lamped wi* her foot, 

And winked wi’ her eye; 

Bot a’ that (he cou’d fay or do, 
Forbidden he wad nae be. 


Far mare I lo*e that bloody head, 

Bot’ and that yc'low hair, 

Than lord Barr.ardi and a* his lands. 
As they ly here and there. 

And' (he has ta'en her GUI Mvricty 
And kifs'd both mouth and chiiu 
1 once was fow of G'tll Morice^ 

As hip was o’ the (lane. 


It’s furely to my bow’r-womanj 
It ne’er cou’d be to me. 

I brought it to lady Barnard i 
I trow that ye be (he. 

Then up and (pak'e the wylic nurfc, 

(The bairn upon her kenc). 

If U be come frac GiU M^ricty 
It’s dear welcome to me. 

Yc Icid, yc lcid,.ye filthy nurfe, 
fiae loud’s I hear yc lie ; 

I brought it to lady Barnard-, 

1 trow ye be na (he. 

' Then up and fpakc the bauld baron. 

An angry man was he; 

He’s ta’en the table wi’ his foot. 

In flinders gait a* flee. 

Gae bring a robe of yon eliding, 

That hing> upon the pin ; 

And I’ll gae to the good green wood. 

And fpeak with your Icman. 

O bide at hame now lord Barnard, 

I warn yc bide at hamc ' 

Ne’er wyte a man fur violence, 

That ne’er wyte ye wi* nanc. 

Ci/l M9rUt fits in good green wood. 

He whilU’d and he fsng; 

O what means a’ thefe folks coming ? 

Nly mother tarries lang. 

When lord Barnard to green wood came, 
Wi’ mcikle dule and care f 
There firfl he faw brave Gill Maria 
Kerning his yellow hair. 

Nac wonder, furc. Oh, Gill Maria, 

My lady lo*cd thee well. 

The faircll part-of my body 
Is blacker than ihy hcel.- 
Yci nc’erthelcfj, now Gill Maria, 

For a* ihy great beauty, 

Ye’s rue the day )c e’er was born; 

I'hat head fail gae wi’ me. 

Now he has drawn his trufiy brand. 

And (hit it on the (Irae ; 

And thro’ Gill Maria fair bodie 
He’s gat’d cauld iron gae. 

And he has ta’en GUI Maria head. 

And fet it on a fpeir ; 

The mcancll man in a’ his train 
Has got that head to bear. 

I 

And he has ta’en Gill Alaria up, 

Laid him a-crofs his (letd, 


I got ye ^ my father’s houfc, 

W I* meikle fin and (hamc ; 

1 brought thee up in good green wood. 
Under the heavy rain. 

Oft have I by thy cradle fat 
And fondly fern thee fleep; 

But now ni go about thy grave. 

The fa’t tears for to weep. 

And fyne (he kift'd his bloody cheek. 

And (ync his bloody chin. 

Better 1 lo’c my Gill Maria 
Than a’ my kith and kin ! 

Away, away, yc ill woman ( a 
A n ill de^ mail ye die; 

Gin I had kend he’d been your Ton, 

He’d ne’er been (lain for me. 

Upbraid me not, my lord Barnard, 
Upbraid me not, for (hame ! 

Wi* that fame fpeir Oh pierce my heart! 
And put me out o’ pain. 

Since naithing but GUI Maria head 
Thy jealous rage could quell, 

Let that fame hand now take her life 
That ne’er to thee did ill. 

To me nae after days nor nights 
Will e’er be faft or kind ; 

I’ll fill the air with heavy figh^ 

And greet 'dll 1 am blind. 

Enough of blood by me’s been fpUt ; 
Seek rsot your death frae me ; 

1 rather it had been my fell 
Than either him or thee. 


With wae fo wae I hear your plaint | 
Sair, fair I rew the dcH, 

That e’er this curfed hand of mine 
Did gar his body bleed. 

Dry up your tears, my winfom dame, 
Ve r>e*er can heal the wound ; 

You fee his bead upon my fpeir. 

His heart’s blood on the ground. 


I curfe the hand that did the deed. 
The heart that thoi^ht the ill ; 
The feet that bore me wi’ fic fpced 
The comely youth to kill. 

I’ll ay lament for Gill Maria, 


As gin he were my am ; 
ril ne’er forget the dreary day 
On which the Touribnas u 
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